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like the jflocks of sea-birds that skim the waves,
and took their flight for the opposite shore, even
then, the great buildings remaining, the general
effect of the city would be much what it is.
It would still be the encampment where the
children of the prophet speak with their
enemies in the gate. It would still be the
Golden Gate of the ancient world, barring at
will, or flinging open to the Bast and to the
West, its two great watery portals, the Bosphorus
and the Hellespont.

I was not long at Constantinople before I
came in for what is of very frequent occurrence
there, namely, a fire. Indeed, I believe, that as a
storm is said to be always going on in some part
of the sea, so a conflagration, larger or smaller, is
always raging in some part of the narrow wooden
streets of Stamboul. The people have few
public amusements, and this is Considered one
of the best, if I may judge by the demeanour of
the crowds whose singular bearing was to me
more interesting than the spectacle I witnessed
in common with them. At first I knew not